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Produc 4 the bead.; and lo! ’twas „hitc. 

*The ROBIN: An E l e g y. . , 
IVritten at the Cloje of Autumn, .1756. 

O Come, thou melancholy mufe, 

^ With folemn dirge aM my llrain, 
.W^hile ihades defcend, and weeping dewsi 
In farrows wrap the rural plain. 

Her mantle grave cool evening fpreads. 
The fun cuts /hort his joyful race ; . 
The jocund hills, the laughing meads, > 
Put on a fickeni’ng, dying face. 

Stern winter l^rings his gloomy train. 
Each plealing landfcape fades from 
view 5 

In folcmn ftate he fliuts the fcene, 

,To flowery fields we bid adieu I 

^ Qj^itc 


' ' r ^ 

Mifcellaneous Poems. 117 

Vwfoon fair nature’s honours fade ! 
•tfEowers are fled, each fpreading tree 

No more affords a grateful lhade. 

to naked branches now behold, 

Bleak winds pierce thro’ with mur- 
muring found ; 

li’dby the northern breezes cold, 

Tiieir leafy honours ftrew the ground. 

i>3inan, who treads life’s aflive ftage. 

Like leaf or bloflbm fades away ; 
itender youth, or riper age. 

Drops thus into his native clay ! 

^i«! and can wc chufe but moan, 

To fee all nature’s charms expire ! 
:iir-blooming fpring, gay fummer gone, 
And autumn hafl’ning to retire ! ^ 

'«fee the tender Redbreall comes, 
Forfaking now the leaflefs grove, 
^opso’ermy threfliold, pecks my crumbs 
And courts my hofpitable love. 

Then 





